Oct. 23.]
Adieu to LocJibuy.
been fined in a considerable sum by the Court of Justiciary, lie was so little affected by it, that while we were examining the dungeon, he said to me, with a smile,' Your father knows something of this;' (alluding to my father's having sat as one of the judges on his trial.) Sir Allan whispered me, that the laird could not be persuaded that he had lost his heritable jurisdiction1.
We then set out for the ferry, by which we were to cross to the main land of Argyleshirc. Lochbuy and Sir Allan accompanied us. We were told much of a war-saddle, on which this reputed Don Quixote used to be mounted; but we did not see it, for the young laird had applied it to a less noble purpose, having taken it to Falkirk fair with a drove of black cattle.
We bade adieu to Lochbuy, and to our very kind conductor3, Sir Allan M'Lean, on the shore of Mull, and then got into the ferry-boat, the bottom of which was strewed with branches of trees or bushes, upon which we sat. We had a
' a deep subterraneous cavity, walled on the sides, and arched on the top, into which the descent is through a narrow door, by a ladder or a rope.'
1 See ante, p. 201.
3 Sir Allan M'Lean, like many Highland chiefs, was embarrassed in his private afl'airs, and exposed to unpleasant solicitations from attorneys, called, in Scotland, writers (which indeed was the chief motive of his retiring to Inchkenneth). Upon one occasion he made a visit to a friend, then residing at Carron lodge, on the banks of the Carron, where the banks of that river are studded with pretty villas : Sir Allan, admiring the landscape, asked his friend, whom that handsome seat
belonged to. ' M-----, the writerto the signet,' was the reply.  ' Umph !'
said Sir Allan, but not with an accent of assent, ' I mean that other
house.'   ' Oh ! that belongs to a very honest fellow Jamie------, also a
writer to the signet.' . ' Umph!' said the Highland chief of M'Lean with more emphasis than before, 'And yon smaller house?' 'That belongs to a Stirling man; I forget his name, but I am sure he is a
writer too ; for-----.'   Sir Allan who had recoiled a quarter of a circle
backward at every response, now wheeled the circle entire and turned his back on the landscape, saying, ' My good friend, I must own you have a pretty situation here; but d—n your neighbourhood.' WALTER SCOTT.
good   dungeon of which Lochbuy had some years before taken
